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POETRY

LONGING,
BY JAMES w_u-;:. LOWELL,

Or all the myriad
That thmlgh " m‘:ﬁm of mind
Which one » -« #oul come thronging,
S0 hea= S e'er so dear, w0 kind,
The v «tfal. 23 longing ¥
*  wng we long for, that we are,
«0r one transcendent moment ;
Before the Present, poor and bare,
Can make its sneerivg comment.

Still, through o It i « strife,
Grows down :;rpq:j,ﬁat [.l;e:l';
And longing molds in clav what life

Carves in the marble Real ;
To let the new life iz we know,

Desire must ope the portal ;

Perhaps the lgnging to be 0
Helps make the soul immortal,

Longing is God's fresh heavenward will,
'Wlth our poor earthward striving ;

We quengn it that we mav be still
Cont nt with merely Nving:

B':_'- #ould we leara Lie heart's full scope,

~hich we are hourly wronging,

Oqr lives must elimh from hope to hope

And realize our longing.

Ah! let us hope that to our praise
Good God not only reckons

The moments when we tread His ways,
Bat when the spirit beckous;

That some slight good is also wronght
Beyond self-satisfaction,

Whes we are simply good in thonght,
Howe'er we fail in action.

—

— ——

E[IS_CELEANEOUS.

“THE DREAM OF MY LIFE.”

IN recounting what I may safely call
the dream of my life, I do not propose to
speculate on the origin of dreams in gen-
eral. Whether those mysterious agencies
known under the names of mesmerism,
odie force, or animal magnetism which are
said to hold certain temperaments “en
rapport” with each other, influencing the
nll*upini thoughts and every-day actions of
life, had anything to do with my particular
ease, I will not pretend to say; others
must judge, if what happened was attrib-
utabie to sach eauses, or if it was merely a
series of curious coincidences. All 1
know is, that at Lucerne, some years ago,
I dreamed a dream which, lmmﬂiing as it
did, (he most important epoch in my ca-

reer, and foreshadowing my subsegaent |

fate, I am fully justified in looking upon
us a most unmistakable portent, and the
remarkable circumstances under which it
vecurred leave it a very open question
whetler it was the result of mere chance,
or whether there are not, indeed, certain
unknown and unmeasured influences at
work surely but silently around the web of
every human existence.

When, at the age of eighteen, T was on
the point of commencing a college eduea-
tion, my father died, and to the surprise of
every one, instead of leaving me a hand-
some independence, it was found his assets
were next to “nil.” It was an ordinary
case, supposed affluence proved to have
been absolute poverty, a fair position onl
upheld, until the desperate struggle with
overwhelming odds to keep up appear-
ances was put an end to by death. atur-
ally, my p‘faus and prospects went with
the wreek ; I must abandon every scheme
of ambition which I had ever nursed, and
I must carn my bread. So, instead of go-
ing to Oxford, I went into a merchant’s
counting-house.
~ I should not perhaps have realized so
tangibly this change of fortune, had it not

‘been accompanied by a misery which, to
an earnest disposition at the outset of life, .'

is almost overwhelming. 1 had formed an
attachment to the only daughter of the
tutor in whose house I was living, whilst
being prepared for my Alma Mater. It
could scarcely be called an engagement,
inasmuch as, although our parents were
not averse to the atfuir, they yet reason-
ably maintained that we were too young,
and it had been settled that if, at the ex-
piraticn of five years, we were still both
of the same mind, no objection should be
offered to our union. My father quite ap-
proved of my marrying early, saying that,
as my prospeets were good, if I could find
a girl whom I really loved, it mattered lit-
tie whether she had money or not, and
the Rev. Hugh Mollctt saw in the alliance
all that he could wish for his portionless
daughter. Beyomd an occasional visit on
my part, no communication was to be per-
mitted, and all parties seemed quite satis-
fiedd with this arrangement. which had
been arrived at just as I was about to
leave my tutor’s house, and when my fa-
}hlc_-r_'s swdden death shattered the whole
abric.

— | —— e
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and, at the end of ten years, I was un-
doubtedly in a better position, financially,
than I ever should have been had all my
boyish prospects been fiuléilled.

aring the Jatter part of my residence
in Melbourne, and when I was seriously
thinking of returning home, curiously
onnugh% came across an old schoolfellow,
who, like myself, had been prepared for
college by Mr. Mollet. He had gone up
to Oxford, where, however, having led a
wild life, he had come to most unmitigated
grief, and, at the time we met, was bound
for thediggings. With a beating heart, I
could not refrain from making inquiries
after the person still dearest to me, and
learned, without much surprise, but with
an indescribable pang, that she was mar-
ried.

“Yes,” said Jack Judder, **she got over
| it at last, old boy, or at any rate, seemed
| to do so; Mnllett drove her straight at the

matrimonial fence, and she was obliged to
take it “1n her stride,” as we might say in
the hunting-field. Very likely he called
on her, with whip and spur, but anyhow
she answered, and came off an easy win-
ner ; won the ‘Grand Prix’ in a canter,
so to speak.”
“The ‘ Grand Prix’*" T inquired.
“Yes,” he replied, “ marricd the son of
a Mossoo fellow—Frenchman, I think—
queer name, can’t remember it ! Pombo, or
Bombo—something of that Kind—recolleet
| his bringing the young begzar over one
day soon afier you were gone, and a pretty
bad time of it he had, with his confound-
edly affected foreign ways—more like a
lan r(f irl than a lad—couldn’t speak a
| word o English; in fact, had come to
learn it, and as Miss Mollett was the only
| person in the house who spoke French,
| maturally he fell in love with Lher—desper-
Cately, I believe, and his governor (pots
of money, you know—made lace or
shawls, or had something to do with
silk-worms, I forget which) was caught in
? the trap which I don’t scruple to say old
Mollett, miser that he was, was always
) baiting with his pretty daughter. But she
| was broken-hearted about you, I verily be-
| lieve, poor child ; never saw a girl harder
| hit,—only married the forcigner out of
| desperation, not more than three or four
| years ago.”
] This was Judder's sporting and sportive
| manner of telling me the fate of my boy-
ish love. I could hardly have expected
anything else, yet it wasa heavy blow, and
one from which I did not easily recover.
All my good fortune, hard work, and per-
severance seemedto have gone for nmhing,
‘and fora time I was utterly ecast down.
Accepting the news with outward ealm-
ness, however, I did not even press Judder
to try to recall with more certainty the
name of the man poor Bertha had married.
All my wandering, unsettled habits now
| returned, and asI no longer had the
vaguest object for making more money, I
still held to my determinaffon to come to
England ; indeed, my arrangements for
that purpose were partially made, and
winding up my affairs, six months later
found me at home again,

The sight of the old country made the
many memories of former days only more
vivid still. The decay which had passed
away since I gazed on its receding shores,
had, as I have shown, entirely failed in
obliterating from my mind the one great
cause of my departure, and, now that I
was back again, I confess that [ found it
more difficult thageever todrive away from
my thoughts the picture of Bertha as [ then
knew and loved her. I should not al-

lude to, nor lay so much stress upon
this state of feelings, but for one

very curious circumstance. I had
never lin my life dreamed of her.
Th mng\mut the long wretched time

ol my controversy with her father, and for

Many long months elapsed, and still the I months and months after I had left Eng-

grief and disappointment, consequent
chiefly, as I have hinted, upon the termi-
nation which was thus put to my love-al-
fair, were unsubdued. Mollett, who wasa
sufferer financially by my family troubles,
naturally insisted that the slight inter-
course proposed should be, together with
our future plans, entirely eancelled. e
argued, reasonably, that my prospects now
no longer warranted the contemplation of
matrimony ; it was a great question
whether [ should be able even to keep
myself, much less a wife and family. l1le

was deaf to all my appeals and avowals |

of unswerving fidelity; and gave me
no credit for the determination which
I declared, if he would only give me the
time, of yet being able in some degree to
retriecve my lost fortunes. If he would
only, I urged, allow me still to look for-
ward to the possession of his daughter’s

hand, I should have a motive for exertion |
Ina|

which nothing else eould supply.

land, and when I thought of nothing but
| her and my grief for her loss, 1 never once
had a sleeping vision of her, and yetl
would have given worlds for one. I used,
toolishly, to try to coax myself to sleep in
such a moaod as could not fail, I thought,
to bring it about; often and often I have

some few moments of happiness in her
presence, even though all that sense of
desolation and misery which rushes over
the soul that has loved and suffered as it
wakes from its dream of delight and peace,
must inevitably have been my lot. All
| was in vain, however; theassociations, the
. surroundings of our love were frequently
| present to me, but in Bertha's absence

rom the scenes, they scemed to mock my
. wishes for a glimpse of her. Now again,
‘after this lapse of years, and under my
clmn;rd condition, I found myself con-
tinua lx dreaming of the old house, of
Bertha's father, and of my own old family

word, I used every argument which my | troubles, but never, under any circum-

sincere affection for Bertha prompted, and |
which ean be imagined as coming from a |
lad in the passionate enthusiasm of his |
first love.

Alter much correspondence, my letters
were at last returned unopened. 1 was |
wild, mad with my sorrow! [ scraped |
together what little money I sould, and, in |
a fit of desperation one morning, shipped |
myself as a steerage passenger on board a
vessel bound for the Antipodes. My re- |
cent employment as a merchant's clerk
had taken me a great deal amongst the
docks: I was continually witnessing the
departure of the Australian liners. 1 had |
frequently speculated on the prospects |
which & new country offered to men of
energy and enterprise in my situation, and
now that the only tie which could make [
England dear to me was entirely broken, |
I determined to quit her forever, unless I |
should be able to return and take up the
}mutmn to which, from my carliest days,

l liml been taught to belrve [ was enti-
tled.

Fortune smiled on all my efforts in the
new country, not that I especially eourted
or deserved her favors, for [ was indifferent |
as to how matters went with me for along
while after leaving London, Yet every-
thing I touched literaily turned to gnlﬁ.
Muking my way to the diggings, I beeame
a most successful adventurer, coming day
after day upon vast quantities of the
precious ore, and realizing, in a few
moaths, more than many had done in
twice the number of years. Like many
things in this world, my indifference as to
whether I found the gold or not seemed to
be the reason for my meeting with it every-
where. My fame as a gmlcr spread,
bringing with itits consequent dangers and
DATrTow escapes, the cupidity and lawless
state of society in these regions, obliging
every one to defend with Lis life the re-
sults of his industry or good luck. Great

stances, of her. For a long time my mind
dwelt constantly upon the peeuliarity of
this fact, but, by degrees, the remembrance
only crossed me at interyals, and I became
£s free from the old spell as I was ever
likely to be,

My wandering, restless disposition,
nevertheless, still clung to me, and though
established in England, I frequently betook
mysell to the Continent, and traveling
hither and thither simply for amusement,
I often passed the whole round of the

' seasons sbroad, lighting upon many loeali-

ties at the most unfashionable periods. Tt
was during one of those trips, late in the
antumn, and when nearly every tourist had
departed, that T found myself at Luceren.

Jut few visitors lingered at the Schweit-
zer Hof, although the bright October
weather might reasonably have tempted
many to prolong their stay, as I did, by the
shores of thismost lovely of the Swiss lakes.
The jagged peaks of Mount Pilatus for
days and duys stood clear out against a
cloudless sky, whilst every seam and fur-
row, pinewood, and silver torrent, were
plainly discernible on the face of its op-
posite meighbor, the Righi. The lofty
chain of the distant Alps, by this time
with their snowy-garb grown much more
ample, was refleeted with marvelous pre-
cision and beauty on the bosom of the
placid inland sea. My enjoyment of the
place was so great, that T conld do notling
all day but drink in its charms with eyes
and heart, and even when night came on,
I used to spend many a pﬁeumnt hour
slowly traversing ths old covered bridge
with the wooden piles, ing various
combipations of form and effect, as the
moon lighted up the scene. The visitors”
book at the he ‘el now rarely received any
additional names. Here and there only a
Mr. and Mrs. Smith and familg™jotted
down the fact that

Y were returning
from North [taly, am:h:ym * 80 sorry that

gain had really not been my original
thought in going up there, but [ imagined
that any merely intelleetual, or monoton-
ously routine-like existence in a city,
would not half so cflectually distract my
mind from its settled grief and disappoint-
ment as the wild and adventarous life I
must necessarily lead in the gold-fields, 1
found, however, that this was only partial-
Iy the case. I never fo my SOrrow
but as my wealth increased, by degrees i
clung to that, not with any miserly inten-
tion, but because it seemed to the

of my some day rveturning to

. a rich man; and if I did so,
m}g t I not still make Bertha Mollett my
wilfe? I could not entir rertem the
latent hope, and yet T dared not indulge in
it ; nevertheless, it wonld sometimes assert
itself, and indirectly it undoubtedly had
an influence on my future plans.

I spent several years asa digger, payin
periodical visits to Melbourne, w?ere
turned the nnggets and dust to the best
aceount. Then I gnx weary of the work
and the life, my health was not and
I finally determined to settle in Melbourne,

they had not time to spend more than one
night at Lucerene during such very pleas-
ant weathes": whilst an occasional Mrs.
Jones, . . a stray Miss Tompkins or two
gave s ort history of their holiday trip,

regretiing that they had not come here

to explore the ve tiful scener

the n'elghImnrlwt:ul::y or made eommtnyt io:
g!omng htgunre on the comforts of the
ouse, ube civility of its landlord, and the

excellence of its cuisine. :
I would sometimes amuse myself in the
sallc-a-mchr, by glancing through this
budget of dull commonplaces, idlot?c slg-
1ons, and questionable Englishsupplied
y my fellow-countrymen, “inferspersed
as they were at intervals by the sand-
covered entries in that little cramped,
queerly twisted hand of the foreigner,
which eontrasts so quaintly with the large,
clearly formed letters, and hold signatures

discern and often gave mat-

ter fir a word or two of n Fritz,
l'the‘:ud-hnker,who,#e ofﬁ:ix'l
class abroad, mnbmd-g:‘mhm, con-

ceiving that allthe English Amerieans
| were -3 intimate with ‘each other

naturally \ |
mzw:‘:_n u.-.smnf

prayed to see her and to pass in imagination

first, that they m im have had time |

of the Anglo-Saxon, Of course, with so |
'& people traveling, every fr arrival
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Returning from a stroll on the old
bridge, the evening preceding the day I
‘had fixed for my departure, I entered the
salle-a-manger of the hotel for some re-
freshment, There was no one there, but
the book lay o;;en on the table near the
ink-stand, as if sor.e entry had just been
made. I was about to glance at it, when
my eye fell on the latest Zimes, which,

roving more attractive, prevented my
ooking to see if any fresh travelers had

assed through during the day. Sitting

own to the newspaper, I remember clos-
ing the book, and resting my elbow on it
for a considerable period, whilst I dallied
with the large quill pen, still wet from its
recent use; for what followed induced me
to recall mlnutc!{ my slightest actions af-
ter I entered the hotel that evening.
Fritz, the waiter, did not serye my meal ;
I read till it was very late, and went
straight to my room, just as the lights
were being extinguished.

Now, I su{) ose that for the last twelve

ears of my illeo, Bertha Mollett had never
ﬁccn farther from my mind than she was
when I laid my head on the pillow that
night. I had not thought of her for
months; my brain teemed with specula-
tions (far enough removed from old asso-
ciations) which had been aroused by
a stirring political article in the Zimes,
and yet, I take it, I had scarcely closed
my eyes five minutes, when I dreamed of
her; yes, for the very first time, I saw her
in my sleep! I knew somchow, instinct-
ively, that it was she although I could not
see her face, for she was sitting with her
back towards me, her elbows resting on a
table, her head buried in her hands, and
her long hair falling in thick masses over
her shoulders, entirely hiding the upper
part of her figure,

Although, of course, I had never seen
her with her hair in this state, and al-
though, as I say, I could no. even now
distinguish her face, I was vet perfectly
conscious of who it was, The apartment
where she sat, too, was quite familiar to
me. It was as if the old schoolroom had
been suddenly transplanted to Lucerne,
for I could see, instead of our ericket-field,
the moonlit lake and mountains through
the open window, the same vicw, indecd,
that there was from the front of the hotel.
The furniture, likewise, was changed, and
wore a foreign aspect.  The floor was car-
petless and highly polished ; the recess for

instead of ponderous tomes, a little French
above it
I remember striving in vain to see who
wag lying there, Everything was perfect-
ly familiar and yet so strange, possessing
a{l that curious combination of the real
and unreal which marks such scenes in
dreamland ; but when at last the sitting
figure rose, and turned towards me, it was
as if the living woman herscif were there!

There was nothing unrcal about her!
So vivid was the apparition
that no doubt could have re-
mained as to her identity, Her face, grown
much older, certainly, but as lovely as
ever, was, in its ashy paleness, the very
picture of despair and misery; her eyes,
welling over with tears, looked at me
piteously, as if appealing for help, whilst
stretching one hand towards me, and
pointing with the other to the bed, she
scemed on the point of speaking; but the
next moment she sank back on the chair,
and I awoke with a start, and a sensation
such as I had never experienced before.

I need hardly say I slept but little more

that night. 1 lay ruminating till davlight
Aapon the ;38 of my drewm;

strange, under any circumstances, I
thought, but doubly so as being the first
in which I bhad ever scen her, and as hav-
ing happened here, in a spot where there
were no associations that could possibly
have induced it. It made a great impres-
sion on me, and it was only after I had had
my breakfast, and had come into contact
a little with the outer world, that I began
to recover my usual equanimity ; yet it so
unhinged me that I could not make up my
mind to leave Lucerne as [ had intended
that day. I felt irresistibly chained to the
place.

After dinner that evening, when the fall
moon had risen clear of the mountains,
but yet not so high as to prevent her
bright rays from stealing partiaily beneath
the roof of the old bridge, I lighted my ci-
gar, and strolled away to my favorite
lounge. Here I revelled. as usual, in the
quiet and beauty of the hour; not a breath
of wind, and scarcely a footstep broke the
silence, for your Swiss is carly to bed, and
there were but few passengers at that time
crossing the broad embouchure of the lake,
where it seems to repose in its greatest |
calm ere it rushes forward to its narrow
channel, to lose its identity and name in
the sparkling river Reuss,

I was leaning over the balustrade, about
midway across the bridge, and in one of
the broadest floods of moonlight, when the
sound of the railway whistle announced
the arrival of the last train from Zurich.
Then I heard through the still air the om-
nibus drive away from the station down
into the rongh-paved streets, but, as the
bridge formed a short eut for foot-passen-
gers Lo the better part of the town where
the Schweitzer Hof stands, it was not un-
usual for a few returning travelers to take
this way. Now I heard echoing on the
old wooden planking, hurrying footsteps
coming towards me from the direction of
the station. By degrees, I fancied that
these sounds became mingled with voices,
in anxious and earnest converse. As they
drew nearer, T could distinetly hear the
broken English of Fritz reiterating the
words, “ No, sare, no, sare; I tell you he
was not dead; zay only fear, zay only
fear!”

Then there was some qnestion which 1
could not cateh, and witn the talk still go-
ing on rapidly, the two persons passed in-
to the flood of light where I was standing.
Naturally turning tolook at them, the fore-
most face instantly caught my c)i'c; the
moon’s rays fell straight upon it, and
showed me, but very little nged, the
lntern, hard features.of my old Tutor Mol-
ett.

Pondering as I had been over my dream,
my mind filled with little else t the
thonghts engendered by it vssge run-
ning over those early days, and all their
surroundings, the sudden appearance of
Bertha's father scarcely at first surprised
me as much as might have been ex-

«d; it seemed perfeetly natural that
¢ should be at hand. I was more than
ever, for the moment, back amongst the
old scenes, and it was only in the ¢ouise
of a minute or so, after he had wl,
that T recovered mysclf sunificiently fully
to realize the, to me, extraordinary circum-
stance. . Had he dropped from the clouds,
I could not then have been more startled.
Was it really (he, of only a phantom of
my own actiyve nation? I Lhad been
unobserved ; so to follow and ascertain, to
speak to him, and set all doubt al rest,
was my involuntary impulse. A few
strides brought me to his side, just as he
descended the steps at the end of the
bridge and emerged into the full light
upon the o " ghee."

Time um'-u leas gently with me than
it had with him, snd he did not recogaize
me¢ when I spoke, but was £ on with
n mere glance, as hesaid, “KExcuseims, sir,
I.hn}c not the pleasure of knowing you,
and [ am in great haste.”

“Tseeit,” I replied, “and I would not
venture :q intrude under such circum-
stances, were it not that T cannot refrain
from making known toyou. Iam

not ted . mere idle euriosity,—
lonk'!‘ %?‘ Home& look again, do youynot

remember met” | 2
LGS g ot ook

tarned his keen mw&o:‘m.

bed, with light muslin curtains festooned |
It appeared to be occupied, amd |

—

who you are, and I am in such anxiety
that you must really pardon my forgetting
you. My son-in-law is dangerously ill
here in this house; I have been summon-
ed from Zurich, and every momentis of
importanc? if I wish to find him alive; 1
may even as it is be too late.”

With this, reaching the entrance to the
Schweitzer Hof, where the landlord was
waiting to receive him, Mollett passed rap-
idly up the staircase with the host. with-
out deigning to bestow another word or
look upon me,

Thus left alone in the hall with Fritz
(for of course I did not attempt to follow),
I turned to him with a look of bewildered
inquiry. Now it so happened that I had not
secn him the whole of this day, and there-
fore had not been favored with his asual
gossip, otherwise I might possibly have
been prepared for the sudden apparition
of my old tator, and so perhaps have
gained a clew as I now did te the m{»t('r}'
of my dream. I say, perhaps; for T will
not be tempted to assert that it was anv-
thing more than a coincidence, howevcer
difficult it may be to think.so.

“Ah! sare!” instantly began my gar-
rulous friend, “I have not had time to-
day. Yes, Yes, you know him—I zought
yvou vould, you all know each ozer! and zar
has been such sad vork! before he
come! ze poor lady, too, so distress—his
daughter—did you see ze book? No!
Ah! Bien, I will show you! Madame de
Pomberas, French name?  Yes, but Eng-
lish writing —no mistake in zat!” And
he hurried me into the salle-a-manger,
seized the book, opened it, and put his
finger trinmphantly down on the last entry,
made, as I instantly recognized, in the
once familiar handwriting of Bertha Mol-
lett! It ran simply “ Monsicur and Mad-
ame Binos de Pomberas, ¢n route de Milan
a Paris, October 18me.”

AsT was gazing atit half bewildered,
Fritz continued, *Zay arrive last might,
ven you vas out, monsicur very ill, go
straight to  bed—madame take some
supper at zis table, and vhile she
vait, I bring her ze¢e book—she ex-
plain—she have great fear for her hus-
band—she vant to get to Zurich, but he
vould not be able—zen she go to bed—
and quite eariy zis morning moWsicur
much vorse—oblige to have doctor—he
have great fear—ze heart—ze heart—he
says—must not be moved—zen she send

the bookecase wasnow much larger, and held | me to Zurich to fetch her fazer who vait

zere to meet zem—and I just bring him
back now ;(—you know him—so —perhaps
too you know his daughter—zay all travel
togezer, sometmnes—zay have been here
before—ze old man look after his money
| —ze¢ wmeoncy of his * gendre,” yat you call
son-in-law.”

Here Fritz was ealled away, leaving me
to ponder over the remarkable coinci-
dence, which fate or some mysterious
latent force had seemed to bring about. 1
need not dwell on what followed,: Mon-
sieur Binos de Pomberus died thaf night,
and was buried at Luecerne. 1 studiously
avoided coming in contact with either Ber-
tha or her futher, who, almost immediate-
ly after the faneral, left for England, and
ncarly a year elapsed before | ventured
to present mysell at the old familiar
house,

I at first by no means met with a cor-
dial reeption from Mr. Mollett, who new,
released from all pecuuniary necd by the
wealth inherited by his widowed danghter,
had given up his old voeation, and was
living in a style very different from that
of former days. He drew but one conclu-

sion, of conreo, from my roappearance an
the scene. His selfish instinets evidently
shrank from the idea of parting with his
daughter again, not so much from the fear
of losing her companionship, as from the
possibility that through her making a
sccond marriage, he would no longer be
able to keep up his present casy and luxu-
rtous mode of life,

It was only by very slow degrees that 1
could make him see that it was Bertha and
not her wealth I coveted; the elose and
narrow heart of the money-worshipping
man, refusing to believe in anything like
disinterested affection. When, however,
he was finally convinced that my own
mcans were ample, and that his worldly
position would not be interfered with, by
realizing, at last, the dearest wish of my
heart, he placed no obstacle in my way,
and I need hardly say, that when due time
had elapsed, Bertha had nothing to urge
against my suit,

Here, then, are the circumstances which
led to my present happiness! Were they
purely accidental! IHad not (he visitors'
book, with Bertha's handwriting in it, on
which I had been leaning that memorable
evening at Lucerne, had not the pen which
she had then just been using, and with
which I had dallied whilst T read the
newspaper, some mysterious influence over
me, of which 1 was unconscious at the
time ¥

Had not the fact of my being under the
same roof with her, of having entered the
salle-a-manger the moment after she
quitted it—nay, even havieg taken, per-
haps, the very chair which she had just
vacaled, something to do with my dream ¥

And the dream itself], was it not the re-
sult of a prevision—a seeing, as it were,
without eyes, and without presence, what
was probably actually taking place in an

acent chamber? And had I not had
this dream, and so have been detained at
Lucerne another day, should I ever have
married the widow of Monsieur Binos de
Pomberas ¥—Tne Broadway.

The Raceooun.

BY JOSIT BILLINGS,

Tue Raccoon iz a resident ov the United
States ov America; he emigrated tew this
country soon after its diskovery by Colum-
bus, without a cent, and nothing but hiz
claws tew git a living with.

He iz one ov them kind ov persons
wheze hide iz worth more than all Lhe rest
oy him.

He resides among the heavy timber, and
cultivates the cornfields and nabring gar-
den sass for sustenance, and understands
hiz bizzness,

Hiz family consists ov & wife and three
children, w{lo liv with him on the inside
ov a lree. -

He can alwus be found at home during
the day, reddy tew _receive calls, bui
hiz nights are devoted to looking after hiz
own aflairs. 1

He dresses in soft fur, and hiztail, which
iz round, haz ringson it. ,

-

Theze rings are ov the same material
that the tall iz, and are worn upon all oc-
casions. '

During the winter he ties himself up
h‘“ln a hard not and lays down by hiz fire-
side. T

When spring opens, he opens, and goes
out tew see how the cl?ickuns hav wintered,

Hiz life is az free from labor az a new
penny, and if it wasn't for the dogs and
the rest ov mankind, the raccoon would
find what everybody else haz lost—a
heaven upon earth.

But the dogs tree him and the men skin
him, and what there is left. ov him ain’t
worth a cuss.

I cflle.is mtldntlhmtﬂi vm hudl like the
1 - an ca r, but luys to be
vlﬁ;zéo 5&1‘ “l;a aumngu folks 3 but he haz

one vico that the smartest ion

earth kan't redeem, and th Ipionary

stealing. =~ £y

He is seckond only,tew the crow in petit
larceny, and will steal what he kant eat
Iwﬁhide. !' o barrel ' .

‘He will tip over a barrel oy apple

ust l'or‘tlte Rm ov mauling the ngx;'al with
is feet, and will pull out the plug oy the

mollasgis, aot bekause he luvs sugar enny

better than he duz young duck, but jist
tew see if the m 3 haz ‘gota good

e her afuddied satmal devitécy § elgh
ev or »
‘thet mrylln

: on
iz the art uv
r 1]

 toen years, bekatige the mofe
animal, the more human he'iz,

I can’t find, by searching the passenger
list, that Noah had a coon on board, but I
am willing tew bet 10 pound ov mutton
sassagre that mister coon and hiz wife
commuted, by stealing a ride.

I rever knu a raccoon tew want enny-
thing long that he conld steal quick.

Ennybody, who haz ever looked a coon
right square in the face, will bet yu a dol-
lar that he is a dead beat, or under five
hundred dollar bonds, not tew go into bizz-
ness for the next ninety days.

I hev had tame coons by the dozzen,
they are az eazy tew tame az a child, if yu
take them young enuff, but I kant advise
ennybody to cultivate coons, they want az
mutch looking after az a blind mule on a
tow path, and thare ain't enny-more profit
in them than thar iz ina stock dividend on
the Erie Rail road.

I never wuz out ov a pet animal since T
ken remember, till now, but I hev gone
out ov the trade forever; lately T discoverad
that it wuza good deal like making a
whissell out ov a kats tale, ruining a com-
fortable tale, and reaping a kursid mean
whissel.

Raccoons liv tew be 65 yearsold, if they
miss the sosiety ov men and dogs enufl,
but thare ain't but few ov them die ov old
age ; the northwestern fur company are
the great undertakers of the coon fumily.

—— B AP

Eife for a Song.

Fiery years ago the “ Divine Sontag"
stood upon the boards of La Scala. Tt was
a night of wondrous trinmph for the
Milanese; for long had the battle raged,
and desperate, between the triple operatic
powers of Rome, Naples and Milan, the
lpalm of victory had been awarded to the
alter,

My professional dutics had detained me
late (I was a young, struggling M. D. in
Milan at the time), and I entered the thea-
tre just as the air shook with the wondrous
applause elicted by Sontag’s rendering of
“Ah! non creda,” in the Somnambula, 1
was especially disappointed to have missed
the arin—to me, the gem of the entire
opera. But who could deem himself ill
used, if in time for the Giunge # So, men-
tally thankful that it was no worse, I made
my way to my seat—one, fortunately, very
near the stage ; and had taken it, and was
bowing to some English friends seated in
the boxes adjacent, ere the wild tumult of
applause had ceased to deafen my ears, or
the floral tributes to be enthusiastically
showered at the lady's feet.

One wreath, remarkable for its singular
beauty, I remember, composed of some
defily-woven, strange, red exotics, caught
my gaze as [ turned toward the stage, in
the act of its descent.  An instant more, it
caugiit my hand as well ; for, unintention-
ally, in the act of turning, hat in hand, the
latter struck it, thercby swerving it from
its original destination, directly into my
own grasp. A moment more, I stood the
centre of attraction in my immediate
sphere, bending forward with what grace 1
might, offering it to Sontag.  The Kindly,
eracious smile with which she received it
will probably dwell in my memory as long
as aught earthly. Verily, its remembrance
thrills me with a strange sense of pleasure,
even upon & tfty years’ recall.

The graceful figure, in its slender beau-
ty, vet bent before me, the erimson wreath
lighitly resung against her breast, when a
secomnd one, accurately dropped from above,
literally crowned Amina as she stood. It
was a deft trick, and one which called

forth the delighted appreciation of the au-
dlence,

The building absolutely rocked with the
vibration caused by the second burst of
sudden aeclamation,

One odd feature of the incident imme-
diately struck me, namely, that the second
wreath on the prima donna’s head was
an exact duplicate of the blood-red crown
upon her bosom, and which I had pre-
sented not an instant before. I had scarce-
ly had time to note this coincidence, and
the Iady, casting her hurried cyes appre-
ciatively in my direction, was in the act
of bowing a sccond graceful obeisance to
the compliment-wreath, raising it as she
did so to her lips when the beautiful face
paled suddenly, the limbs contracted
sharply, and she fell writhing in convul-
?inns, almost in the very foot-lights at my
eet.

In an hour the mystery was out, and all
Milan knew that both wreaths were poi-
soned! To this day, the music-mad Mi-
lanese remember the dreary horror of that
night, A week later, all Europe learned
it ;and at this day it is the property oi the
world. The facts were these: A jealous
rival, distanced alike in love as in fame by
the pecrless favorite, interpolated the role
of the Borgia in the opera. Providen-
tially, with but partial success.

A week later, Sontag, perfectly re-
covered, sang at the San Carlo: and a
month had barely lapsed ere the echoes of
La Scala again awoke to her divine for-
givenesss,

A sudden ease of suicide ealled me from
my bed immediately upon my retirement,
the night of the “Floral Murder,” as we
of Milan dubbed the abortive catastrophe.
My patient was a young and beautiful
woman—a singer—one of Milan’s favor-
ites prior to the arrival of the present idol.
Its cause, a dual one—envy and malice,
rooted in maddened jealousy.

By a marvelous interposition, death was
not the immediate result ; my patient lin-
gered on for hours; nay, days—three and
even four, in number—actually passed in
life for a woman literally stabbed through
the heart !

I had, of course, forbidden the slightest
possible excitement.  Lile, of course, was
utterly hopeless; but life should be saved
as long, determined, as human skill
could fan the vital spark. All Milan, pro-
fessional, was inattendance; but I, havin
reccived the earliest call, was considerec
the ruling medical autlmritr. It was on
the afternoon of the fourth day, and I was
hurrying from other calls back into this
wondrous patient's room, when I was ar-
rested by such strains of enchanting melo-
dy, that with my hand upon the door-knob,
in the act of hurrying out, I paused to lis-
ten, |

“Onh! Itis the glorious
my first thought - .
A friend g at the moment (for I
mlged in the same hotel with both prima

nas), drawn from his sofa like mysell
into the corridor by the eoncord of these
wondrous sweet sounds, nodded back ap-
preciation, recognition. i

“Of course, it is Sontag * " T said,

“No;that is the strangest part of it.
Signorn Bontag is listening ‘with the rest,
utierly entraneed, within the corridor.”

“What!” T amazedly answered—and
with the word sprang into the passage.
Once out there, ore glance told me all ;
the crowd were guthered around the door
of my dying patient’s room, and it was
from that door that this world of melody
was pouring. In an instant T was beside
her about to foreibly prevent the certain
death, if possible, but I saw that it was
already too late. A strange smile lit u
her wasted faco,and the large eyes kindled
into an unearthly transicnt glare of life
as they met mine; then pointing to a tiny
envelope upon the table beside her, with
one loug triumphant burst of inexpressibly

melody she raised herself suddenly to
her fuil height in bed, stretched  forth her
arms widely, and with a choking, gurgling
rattle of the throat, fell forwanl upon her
face, literally delaged im her own life
blood. .

The note, directed simply to me, con-
tained these words, in o slender Italian

Sontag,” was

ikl

g lfoctoriiou say T cannot live, and I
know it. My prayer is for one more song
life, and that she may hear it. I pay

wns.nf

e T

the price knowingly, and only too willing-
' Life fora lhg'g 7

"hhe,-hd verily paid it. MQWOD{

of the poor girl's effects showed her to
have died in extreme poverty. She might
have been wealthy in former times; but

long since passed into a proverh among
those who knew her best,

That evening, while watching in the
dim twilight of the room wherein she lay,
a tall figure of a woman, shrouded to the
temples, glided noiselessly beside me.
Without a word I felt a purse pressed ingo
my hand, and in an instant after the mys-
tery vanished as noiseless as a shadow
into the echoes of the darkened corridor,
A slip of paper was twisted about it, on
which was written, in tremulous hand-
writing, simply : “In masses, Signor, for
her sonl.”

It needed not the further glance given
by me in my eagerness into the hurried
eves of the donor as she tendered it. The
delicate nobility of the action spoke with
its own power akin to the many other
noble deeds which graced the life of Hen-
rietta Sontag.

Railroad Traveling in 1833,

In the recently published Diary of
Henry Crabbe Robinson, a literary char-
acter who died in 1867 at the age of 92,
there is the following deseription of the
author’s first ride over & railroad :

“(Liverpool). At twelve Igot uponan

the place where the steam carriages start.
We traveled in the second class of car-
rinres,

open seats for the traveler, four and four
facing each other, but all were not full ;
and besides, there was a close earringe,
and also a machine for luggage. The fare
was4s, for the thirty-one miles. Every-
thing went on so rapidly that I had scarce-
ly the power of observation. The road

adjacent  country. It is  oecasionally
placed on bridges, and frequently inter-
sceted by ordinary roads, Not quite a
perfeet level is preserved. On setting off
there isa slight jolt, arising from the chain
catching each carriage, but once in motion,
we proceed as smoothly as possible. For
a minute or two the pace is gentle, and is
constantly varying. The machine produces
little smoke or steam. Firstin nr:\{-r isthe
tall chimney ; then the boiler, a barrel-like
vessel; then an oblong reservoir of
water ; then a vehicle for ecoals; and then
comes, of a length infinitely extendible,
the train of carriages. If all the seats had
been filled, our train would have carried
150 passengers; but a gentleman assured

sons to Newton Fair, There must have
been two engines then, T have heard
sinee that 2,000 persons and more went to
and from the fair that day. But 2,000 only,

whether the establishment will ultimately
remunerate the proprietors. Yet 1 have
heard that it already yields the share-
hollers a dividend of nine per cent.  And

tween London and Birmingham and Bir-
mingham and Liverpool.
will it produce in the intercourse! One
conveyance willtake between one hundred

Journey will be made in a forenoon! Of

tainly be m:ulle at the rate of twenty miles
an hour

traveler.
of the passing engines was like the whiz-
zing of a rocket.  Guards are stationed in
the road, holding flags to give notice to

the drivers when to stop.”
—_———— ——

Comets,

lengths and positions of the tails of differ-

cleus toward the sun, and then carried di-
rectly behind the comet, as if by a repul-
sive force emanating from the sun, some-
times for a distance of myriads of leagues,
thus forming thetail. Hence, in whatever
direction the comet is moving, the taili s
turned away from him, the furthest end
being curved backwards, just as a flexible
rod or feather would be if whirled rapidli'
round one extremity. Now, the great dit-
ficulty lics in conceiving the possible con-
stitution of a body which can deport it-
seif in the way we have been describing.
We should imagine that it must sweep
nwar planets in its wild gyrations. We
hardly regard it as ridiculous that Whis-
ton should have gravely maintained that
it was by a whisk of one of these tails that
the deluge was brought about, and caleu-
lated the particular eomet which caused
that catastrophe. However, everything
oes to prove that these comets are huge
mnposters—head and tail alike—and are
the most vapory, windy bodies conceiv-
able; 80 much =o that it is no exagger-
ation to say that the tail, with all its
millions and billions of miles, might, il
properly packed up and stowed away,
travel by a continental passenger
train, and cost nothing in the way
of extra luggage. This has been long
known, ana Sir John Herschel gees no dif-
ficulty in conceiving that the tail of a great
comet, as, for instanee, that of 1680, with
its twenty-million of leagues, might weigh
only a few pounds, or even ounces, This
tenuity of constitution is proved in many
ways ; partly h“' the disturbances and de-
viations caused in a comet's motion by the
approach to any other body; and partly
again, by the fact that stars have been seen
to shine with undiminished lustre, alike
through their heads and tails—stars which
would be utterly obscared by a few teetof
ordinary terrestrial mist. But, granting
amount of tenuity, it is hard to con-
ceive such an extended mass whirled half
round in two hours, and retaining its con-
tinuity. - Sir John Herschel, therefore,
ventured upon a conception involving the
total absence of matter altogether—sug-
esting e hypothesis .of & negative
shadow ; and an original thinker, specu-
lating apon the last big comet of 1858, an-
nounced the discoyery in the papers that
comets were worlds on fire, most probabl
suffering the punishment of their wickedv-
ness; and that the light proceeding from
the conflagration was invisible where the
sun’'s rays penetrated, but was scen in the
shadow east by the head, thus producing
the tail—an idea involving, among other
absurdities, the necessity of all the planets
appearing with black tails behind them.—
Chambers’ Journal,

A Prvcky -Cospveror. A few days
agoa fght ocourred on the constrfiction train that
runs hoetweon Arli on amd Humboldt, on the South
Pacific Ral "’i'w- conductor turned W grass
four gentlemen vhu refused to pay fare. y
rm!b'f:: entered the car again jusi as the train
siarted, and the conductor, true to obedience to
ordere, was again tijmrtlng them, when the superin-
tendent of the road, who happened to be present, in
torfored in favor of the iurbrl_ell dead .. -
idea of being thwarted In this way =o M-d the
conductor that be knocked the superi eut off
the car, backed the traln to the starting point and
resigned. St Joseph (amella.

—Itis estimated that six million baskets
of tomatges will be used for canaing this

il b7, \e' opapikk Sictarieh of bhil-
delphia, Oamden, in , Moorestown,
Viueland, Bridgeton Salem,

" Tusre are at'the present time in Lon-

don and its suburbs about ninety Roman
Catholic churches and echapels. At the

were only

e

her recklessness and sad extravagance had |

FACTS AND FIGURES. ;

A Wmre Pixe doctor deals in coffins,

CoXsTANTINOPLE has twentyv-eight
newspapers, printed in eight d fferent
languages.

DvuRriNG a recent hot spell a thermome-
ter In an Arkansas editorial room showil
a temperature of 119 degrees,

A NonyaL school for the benefit of na- |

Poona, in India.

NorrFoLK, Va., restricts the number of
bootblacks in the city to eight, and gives
each a district.

A CLEVELAND paper acknowledges the
receipt of a bouquet of fresh flowers cut
in California,

TrERE have been sixteen eases of sui-

tive ladies and girls is to be opencd in |

- = i

YOUTHS’ DEPARTMENT.

Poor Little Joe.

WrAT & canse for great thankfulness It
is to have strong, active bodies—to beable
to hop, skip and jump, to go errands, walk
to school, and a thousand other things
wh%ch happy and healthy children delight
to do!

Poor little Joe could do none of these
things: he was a cripple, and always
looked ill. Though a great sufferer, he
was nearly alwaye smiling and good-tem-
pered. There was something so good and
<0 winning about him that everybody
liked him.

We have said he was a eripple; yes, so
lame and so weak that he never could get
up or down stairs alone, and only now
and then a few wards about a room or
along the pavement,

When the writer saw him one day, he
was about ten vears of age, and as he was
growing up he was anxious to learn to
write and understand arithmetie.

iTis mother was very fond of him and
very kind to him, as good mothers always
are, especially to snch children as are so
helpless as poor little Joe was, She there-
fore indulged his wish to learn by carry-
ing him to school.

Joe soon became a general favorite
However rade or rough the other boys
might be to each other, they never onece
knocked asainst or hurt him.

They would as soon have thought of
pushing or hitting a little baby brother or
sister as their poor helpless schoolfellow,

Joe's mother was soon relieved of the

cide in Lowell, Mass,, within eight months,
mostly of young girls,

A DEFECTIVE copy of the 1,623 edition
of Shakspeare was sold by auction in Lon-
don lately, and bronght £338,

packed in a barrel of sugar.

Tur St Panl Pionesr thinks that not
less than 150,000 bushels of apples will be
| gathered in Minnesota this year.

A CrxcixxaTiany has wagered 8100 that

me at Chester that he went with 1,000 per- |

hills have passed for making railroads be- |

What a change |

and two hundred passengers, and the !

the rapidity of the journey I had better |
experience on my return;: but [ may say |
now that, stoppages included, it may cer- |

I should have obhserved bhefore !
that the most remarkable movements ort he other day, a meteor, followed by a

the journey are those in which trains pass | - ; sdliss ot ool
one another. The rapidity is such that | TeISht train that was stopping, struck an
there is no recognizing the features of a |
On several occasions the noise |

A resmDEST of Mt. Jackson, Va., found
a young crocodile several inches in length |

he can carry an anvil weighing 700 pounds |
omnibus and was driven up a steep hill to | & distance of seven miles without resting. | books, slates, ete, were all cleared away,

trouble of bringing or fetching her bay,
Two boys were regularly seen at her door
| twice a day, before school-time, te help
Y Joe to school, and two others were always
| ready to help him home.

{ It was very pleasing to see the kindness
| and tenderness of these lads.

Sometimes Joe was too ill to come to

[ school ; at such times two or three of his

schoolfellows were found taking it in turn
to go and spend part of their play-time
with him, amusing him, or reading to
him.

One day, it was breaking-up day, the

Toy Truvys and party posted their per- | and the signal was just ready to be given,

| formances in San Franciseo in Chinese as

There were five carriages linked | well as in English, and took, in two weeks,
together, in each of which were placed | £15,000 in gold.

Toe Duke of Ossuna, the first nohle- |

man of Spain, has so many titles that it

| takes him more than a quarter ol an hour |

to write his full name.

A nexy in West Winsted, Conn., has
ihccn sitting for several weeks on seven

Begins at an excavation through rock, and | POTatoes, W hich have sprouted and grown |
gins at an excavi HTORSH TOCK, alt | above her head.

is, 1o a certain extent, insulated from the |

[ A L:veErroor woman, doubtful whether
the fire in her stove was out, poured gun-
| powder on the embers in order to ascertain

the fact.
| were removed,

{ this year, whose party consisted of three

persons and whose accommodations were
| two rooms, paid the hotel $125 a day dur-
ing his sojourn,

AT a recent coin sale in Philadelphia, a
New Jersey cent, 1787, realized £25;
United States 1798 silver dollar, £10:
United States 1804 cent, $§12; United
States 1799 cent, £5: United States 13707
dime, $12; United States 1845 dune, $4;
United States 1793 cent, $7.

Two Duxbury (Conn.) ladies, descend-
jants of the Winslow family, possess,
| among other curious relics, the wedding

shoes of Cotton Mather's grandmother.
On one of the shoes is pasted the original

at three shillings each, would have pro- | publishment of her marriage, taken from
duced £600. Bat, after all, the expense is ‘ the church door where it was first posted. |
so great that it is considered uncertain |

A roisoNous bush has proved very de-
| struetive to sheep in Australia, It is a

| bright scarlet blossom. The botaniecal
| name is gastrolobium grandiflorum, and
{over two thousand sheep have been lost
! out of one flock from eating this bush.

Pontraxp claims the championship of
{ the world on old folks. It has over
one hundred and fifty inhabitants above
seventy-one years of age, and twelve busi-
i ness firms which have not changed their
style for the past quarter of a century.
| The veritable * oldest inhabitant™ is also
supposed to be a resident of Portland,

It is said that, near Cochranton, Ohio,

blaze of light, passed by the engincer of a

' oil ear in the rear, and exploded, tearing |
off a portion of the roof, setting fire to |
| the ear and destroyihg it. A brakeman |
was struck in the face by a fragment of |

| the meteor and severely hurt.

|

ent comets; it will suffice to say that in a | says: “The ticket
general way the telescopic aspectis that of | House and Publie Lottery, of New York, _ _ "
| & quantity of vapor cseaping from the nu- | drew in my favor, by the blessing of Al- | thing I'se gie ye half T get.

OxE of the most marked illustrations of '
the change which has taken place in the |
way in which good men regard certain
things, is allorded by the following ex- |

Bishop Seabury, of Conneccticut.  TIle |
5866, in the Light

mighty God, £500, of which I received
£425, there being a deduction of 15 per |
cent. ; for which I now record to my pos- |
terity my thanks and praise to Almighty |
God, the Giver of all good gifts.” !
BELow we give the grand total of funds
raisedd by the leading national and de- |
nominational societies in this country, for |
the year ending May 1, 1869, It is said
that the amount is nearly 2,000,000 larger |
than in the year preceding : .

|
1. Am. Bible Society..... ......c..c.0 L7319 |
o AN AL BOSHY . < s uvrnninssivin 458,00 12
3. Am. Home Miss. Society......ccee.. 44,200 9 |
4 A &F. Ohrle. Union...connvesses- 1192 057 31 |
5. Am. Colonization Society. ... ... 1,254 ) |
B A B B UM, . oot anicaris s wne i §04.151 44 |
7. Am. Bap. Mizs, Union...ou.ooonann. 196G, 867 57
8. Am. Bap. Home Miss. Society...... 14003205
9. Am. and For. Bible Society........ 30,186 Oy |
10. Am. Bap. Pab. Societv. ............ 238,160 63
11, Am. Female Guardian Society...... 50,000 (%) |
12. Am. Seamen's Friend Society... ... 50,582 55 |
13. Am. Cong. Union. ..coe voounnn.. 52,8600 78 |
14. Pres. Board for Miss, (D, 8) ...... 3854800 |
15. Pres. Board for Dom. Miiss. (U, S).. 417506 22
16. Fres. Deard Educanon (O, S).... .. BN (n)
15, Pres, Board Freedmen (0. 5,) ... TG0 55

LO.510 0
146,557 TR |
162,42 82 |
15,2214 s

18, Pres. Board Chr. Exten, (O, S0 ...
18, Pres, Board Pablication((. 8.y ...
2. Pres. Com. Home Miss, (N, 8.), ...
21. Pres. Com. Pablication (N. 8.y, ...

22. Pres. Com. Ch, Erection (N. 8,) ... DA 06 (0 |
23. Pres. Com, Irecdmen(N. 5. ..., 15,9008 74 |
24 A Board Com. for Mis<. . ... ... B oxos!
256, Miss. Soc, of M. E. Church. ... ... B84 64
5. Am. Miss, Association.... ......... $7I41s~]
27, Nat, Tem. Society...... W ETAN 46 22

113,448 89
61,379 69

1359067 .
T4LHY 96 |
121,947 62 |
LR G2
G100 8T
093

24, Am. Ch. Miss, Society...........-.
29. P. E. Board Dom. Missions
30. P. E. Board Dom. Mis=lons. . veu....
31. P. E. Board Freemen. ........ee...
%2 Am. Traet Society, Boston, ... 2
33. For. Mi=s. United Pres. Churche., ...
. Board For. Mi=s, Rel. Church......
35. Beard Dom. Miss. Ref. Charch, ...

36. Board Edncation Ref. Church...... MW AST 58
37. Board of Puh, Rel. Church......... °6.847 31 |
Total..... EONG A AP LB 0

* -
Heroism,

Albert G. Drecker is the bridge tender I
at the Passaie river drawbridge, on the
Newark & New York Railroad. On Fri-
day afternoon, just previous to the time
for a passenger train to reach the bridge,
the draw was open. Mr. Drecker knew
that the train was coming. He began to |
turn the bridge, so as to close the draw |
before its arrival.

At this moment he saw his little son,
who was only (en vears old, and who was
not far from him, fall from the bridge into
the river below.,  He saw the train coming
swiftly toward the bridge, and knew that
to do his utmost there was harely time to
close the draw., In the water below him
his boy was struggling for life. A leap
into the stream at this moment, and he
could save his child. But the train came
thundering down, and he konew if he left
his post for even a single instant, a hun-
dred lives might be sacrificed. He staid,
Slowly the bridge was swung into posi-
tion, and the train passed safely over; and
none of the passengers knew what their
safety had cost the poor workman who
sprang into the river only to take from
t!mnce the lifeless body of his boy,

Ls there any story of heroism to surpass
this? Think, if you ean, of the tertible
alternatives of duty that were presented
to this man. There was no time to delib.
erate.  His son was dfin . He could easi-
ly rescue him by leaping into the river he-
neath. But that leap must have cost many
other precious lives—perhaps hundreds—
and had he a right to Linperil these® The
agony of a lifetime of suffering must have
been compressed into that moment of
doubt. ith sublime and heroic fortitude,
this noble futher resolved to do his highest
duty ; and to that duty his son was sacri-
ficed. low many of us would have done

Her doubts and the rest of her |

It is stated that one guest at Cape May |

pretty shrub about four feet high, with a |

| entered by a different way.

'“All home for the holidays,” when the
| teacher, who liked a bit of fun, brought
| out of his desk two guarts of nuts and be-
oan to scramble them.

After some ten minutes of hot excite-
ment and hard serambling, the nuts were
all picked np.

As the boys stood, some langhing, some
| rubbing their knees or elbows or heads,
some counting their nuts, some eracking
and eating them, and some looking rather
dull, for they had not got many, all at once
the master’'s eve eaught poor Joe's, as
he was sitling patient and smiling in his
| corner.

“Oh! we have forgotten Joe," he said,
and was in the act of putting his hand in
his pocket to find him a penny, when a
voice shouted : “ Lot us each give him one
| put.,” "T'was no sconer said than downe.
| Poor little Joe's hands were filled : every
| body was pleased.

"Tis not always that boys are as kind

| and thoughtful as these poor lads were,

| but it made them happy. and it will make

| others happy too, if they try to do good—
to take eare of the weak.,

Joe did not grow up to be a man. One
winter-time he was taken very ill; no
nursing or medicine conld save him. He

| died and went to Heaven. IHis school-
{ fellows missed him very much. His
| mother and his sister missed him more,
but they hardly knew how to cry about
it, for they could not help feeling thank-
ful that Jesus had taken the poor suffering
| child to be with Him, where there is no

|

| more pain.

Children, if you are well, strong, and

! happy, thank God, “who daily loadeth
vou with henefits™ and don’t forget to be

| kind and good to the weak and sick, and
lame or old. To do this is todo what you

| can 1o be Iike Him who * went about doing
gl?‘“‘.“

|~ “Be ye kind onc to another, tender

| hearted."—Hearth and Home.

Hon;sl Yo

o —-

| Oxe day the Duke of Bucecleuth, a
| Scoteh nobleman, lmu_chl a Cow in. the
| neighorhiood of Dalkeith, where he lived.
| The cow was to be sent home the next
morning. Early in the morning the Duke
was taking a wzlk ina very common dress,
As he went along, he saw a boy trying in
vain to drive & cow to his residence. The
cow was very unruly, and the poor boy
could not get on with herat all.  The boy,
not knowing the Duke, bawled out to him
in a broad Scotch accent :
“ Aie, mun, come here, an' gie a han' wi’
this beast.”
The Duke went slowly on, not seeming

It is needless to dwell here upon the nu- | tract from the diary of the Rev, Samuel | to notice the boy, who ﬁ!ill kept calling
merous varieties and peculiarities in the | Seabury, of Ledyard, Conn., father of | for his help. At last, finding he could not

get on with the cow, he cried out in dis-
tress, .
“Come here, mun, an’ as sare as ony

The Duke went and lent a helping
hand.

“And now,” said the Duke, as they
trudged along after the cow, * how much
do vou think you will get for the job?”

“I dinna ken,” said the boy, “but I'm
sure o' something, for the folks at the big
house are guid to a' bodies."

Asthey came to a lane near the house
the Duke slipped away from the boy and

Calling the
butler, he put a sovereign into his hand,

| saying,

“ (#ive that to the boy who brought the
cow.”

He then returned to the end of the lane,
where he had parted from the boy, so asto
meet him on his way back,

“ Well, how much did you get ¥ asked
the Duke. ;

“ A shilling,” said the boy, “ and there's
half o' it to ye."

“ But surcly vou had more than a shil
ling,” said the Duke.

“ No,” said the boy, “ surethat'sa’ I got :
and d'ye no think it plenty?”

“1 do not.” said the Duke: there must
be some mistake : and as | am acquainted
with the Duke, if you will return I think
I'll get you more.”

They went back. The Duke rang the
bell and ordered all the servants to be as-
sembled,

“Now,"” said the Duke to the oy,
“point out the person who gave you the
shilling.”

“ It was that chap there wi' the apron,”
said he, pointing to the butler,

The butler fell on his knees, confessed
his fault, and begged o be forgiven ; but
the Duke indignantly ordered him to give
the boy the sovercign and quit his service
immediately.

“You have lost,” said the Duke, “ your
money, yvour situation, and your character,
by your deceitfulness; learn tor the future
that honesty is the best policy.

The boy now found out himsclf who it
was that helped him to drive the cow ; and
the Duke was so pleased with the manli-
ness and honesty of the boy that he sen
him to school, and provided for him al his
own expense.— Cliddren's Friend.

“ Couldn’t Sce the Need.”

Tue worthy gentleman who rules the
rising generation of boys in a certain
town in Tennessee had oecasion, recently,
to correct a little boy named Johnny.
Now, Johnny had what is ealled * sulks,”
becanse he was whipped, and in order to
convince him that he was justly and neces-
sarily punished, his teacher had recourse
to the following argument:

“Well, Johnny, suppose you were rid-
ing a big horse to water, and had a keen
switch in your hand, and all at once the
horse were to stop and refuse o go fur-
ther, what wounld you do¥”

Johnny stified up his sobs for a moment
—and looking up through his tears, inno-
cently replied: I'd cluck to him, Sir.

“ Hut Johnny, suppose he :l’ould nt go
for your clucking, what then*”

“T'd get down and lead him, Sir.

“And what if ll:;d -{Fm‘_“thﬂm

ouldn't let you RU
e ‘ltfi::y, ]'e:; m‘&ﬁhhls baiglg: and tarn

im loose, and w ome, :
m?\‘oungay go and take your seat, John-
ny.” Johnny could not be made 1o see
the necessity for using the switch.

——— A A=
—A drunken mother in 8t. Louis threw
u:b,mathuwmmm »
and an old woman, passing, esught it

her apron.

_the'nine ¥— New York Sun.
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